MAUEICE    BARING

The hopes that fall like leaves before the wind,

The baffling waste,
And every earthly joy that leaves behind

A mortal taste.

The uncompleted end of all things dear,

The clanging door
Of Death, forever loud with the last fear,

Haunt them no more.

Without them the awakening world is dark

With dust and mire;
Yet as they went they flung to us a spark,

A thread of fire.

To guide us while beneath the sombre skies

Faltering we tread,
Until for us like morning stars shall rise

The deathless dead.

JULIAN GRENFELL
BECAUSE of you we will be glad and gay,
Remembering you, we will be brave and strong ;
And hail the advent of each dangerous day,
And meet the last adventure with a song.
And, as you proudly gave your jewelled gift,
We'll give our lesser offering with a smile,
Nor falter on that path where, all too swift,
You led the way and leapt the golden stile.
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